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It Lurks Below
Face down in darkness. Only the feeling of suffocation was strong enough to wake
Nathan from the blank void his consciousness had been lost in. Lifting himself onto all fours, he
started to come to. Only his head was wet, as though he had dunked it into a bucket of ice. He
finally opened his eyes and stared blankly at the place he had been laying. It was water… deep
and murky water. Somehow he was able to stand upon it without sinking in, as though it were
solid. A cold chill crept up the length of his spine as he stared into the inky abys, unable to shake
the feeling that something was staring back. Something big… something lurking… He couldn’t
see it but he knew it was there. He could feel it… the subtle changes in the level of the water as it
rose and fell gently beneath his hands and feet. He sat there staring down the unknowable entity
that was circling below him, out of reach and out of sight.
His gaze was broken as a bead of water slithered down his brow and entered his eye. It
stung like a hot pepper being squeezed into an open wound. He reeled back, and started
aggressively wiping his face with his sleeve. He pushed air out of his lungs through his open
mouth, attempting to let loose a loud groan… Silence… He froze again. For the moment the pain
subsided and his eyes widened in terror. There was nothing. No sound. He tried to speak, saying
his name instinctively as a way to test his hearing. It was more than silence… even the subtle
vibrations that he should have felt through his throat upon speaking were missing. His breathing
quickened and he began to scream. The deafening silence weighing down upon his shoulders as
he sat there kneeling and screaming in the direction he assumed was up. He cursed the world and

he cursed himself, as he began slamming his fist against the unyielding surface of the water
beneath him. Then he stopped…
Slumping over and clutching his sides, He began to think to himself, “You’re fine.
Everything is fine. This is a dream… Just close your eyes and wake up…” He closed his eyes,
then slowly opened them… and was faced once again with the murky depths below him. With a
noiseless sigh, he accepted his reality. Standing up on the gently shifting surface, Nathan looked
instead to the horizon. He couldn’t see very far into the mist that surrounded and entombed him,
but he knew he needed to move. The only logical step for him was to start walking forward. The
surface of the water seemed to stop moving, and he took it as a sign. He took a few brave steps
forward, and he felt a swell of confidence in his chest. He managed a weak smile… then it
swallowed him.

